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On His Majeſty's Return, c. 
= 5 RE R ITATI N ariſe, in all your Glory 
8 ſmile, 
Your King returns to bleſs his fav rite 
Ile, 1 
Kind Heav'n which ſaw th' indulgent Mother's Pain, b 


Has giv'n the Monarch to your Arms again; 
Still may you boaſt of ſuch a Hero's Name, 
And deathleſs as his Virtue fix his Fame. 


What 


[4 ] 
What tributary Thanks, great Sir, are due ? 
Thanks are too poor from us when-pay'd to you, 


To you, from whom our choiceſt Bleſſings come, 
Honour abroad, and Liberty at home. 

When frightful Slav'ry ſhook his Iron Chain, 
And Giant like ſtrid ſullen oer the Plain, 
Britannia mourn'd her loſt degen'rate Race, £2 
And a dead Pale o'erſpread the Matron's Face ; 
But when ſhe ſaw her Hanover ariſe, 

New Joy leap'd up, and ſparkled in her Eyes, 
Lightly ſhe gave her Sorrows to the wind, 

And caſt the Burthen of her Griefs behind. 


So ſtruck with Terror, ſtood the trembling Fair, 
When rolling thro' the Deep ſhe ſaw the Monſter near, 
Short, and more ſhort, her parting Breath ſhe drew, 
Whilſt from her Cheeks the ſhifting Colours flew, 
Till the brave Y outh ſhot ſwiftly to her Aid, 

Her Perſeus, who with Joy the Foe ſurvey'd, 
Victorious ſav'd, and won the ſhining Maid. 
Let- abject Minds in borrow'd. Honours ſhine, 
And boaſt a vain Hereditary Line, 
 Condemn'd to move ridiculouſly great, 


01 reign the Royal Grievances of State, 


Your 


ne on Fs 
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. 3.4 
Your manlier Glories from your Virtue ſpring, 
Virtue which form'd, and meant you for a King; 
Tis theirs to take their Luſtre from a Throne, 


"Tis yours to merit, and adorn a Crown. 


Had thus the mighty Ceſar purchas'd F ame, 0 
And lay'd the Baſis of the Julian Name, 


Had he, like you, been courted to a Throne, 


And made his meaneſt Subjects Griefs his own; 
His much-lov'd Friend had ne'er his Pow'r withſtood, 
Nor drench'd his Dagger in the Patriot's Blood ; 
The noble Brutus had a Suppliant come, 


And ownnd the guardian God of Liberty, and Rome. 


A viſionary Scene your Britain charms, | 
And the lov'd Thought her glowing Fancy warms, 
In you ſhe ſees her godlike Heroes riſe, 1 
Ma jeſtick Forms which glitter in her Eyes; 
Her Edwards and her Henries tread the Plain, 
She hears the Thunder of their Arms again; 


. Evn glorious Naſſau ſne laments no more, 


But finds 1n George what William was before. 


. | Tho' 
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Tho' Albion's Peace employs your tendereſt Care, 
Remoteſt Realms your happy Influence ſhare, 


To calm the jarring World to thee is giv'n, 


10 Thee, thou awful Delegate of Heav'n: 


Greatly intent, you ſcorn inglorious Reſt, 
Whilſt Europe's Fate lies ſtruggling i in your Breaſt, 
Her Good, her Safety all your Thoughts controul, 
And claim the nobleſt Effort of your Soul, 
Reſolv'd to ſet her i injur'd Nations free, 


And make them taſte the Joys of Godlike Liberty. 


Long had deſtrutive War with Rage oppreſt 
The Northern Pow'rs, and laid their Kingdoms waſte; 
There the rough Swede repeld invaſive Arms, 
Danger he ſought, and ſported with Alarms, 

To dire Revenge gave up his Country's Good, 


2 


And ruſh'd upon his Foes thro? Seas of Blood; 


Whilſt here the hardy Ruſſian ſcours the Field, 


And triumphs o'er a Chief too fierce to yield: 


Dear bought the Fame, and poor is the Return, 


Which makes the Vanquiſh'd and the Victor mourn ; 


Your healing Pity bid their Fury ceaſe, 
And ſpake the 5 Monarchs into Peace, 
Sullen 


rr 


Sullen they ſeem' d to part, and proud to ſnew 
They ſcorn'd to ſtoop to ought but Heav'n, and you. 


Thus when of old contending | Hoſts engag d, 
And all the F ury of the Battel rag'd, 
Should Jove proclaim his awful Preſence nigh, 
And in low Thunder roll along the Sky, 
They drop their lifted Swords, his Voice obey; 
And undecided leave the Fortune of the * 


Count now your Gains, and triumph if ye can 
Ye poor Remains of the [Immortal Man; : 
No more of purchas'd Towns and Conqueſt boaſt, 
O greatly glorious at your Subjects coſt, 
Stupid and fix d your mournful Peaſants ſtand, 
Viewing with watry Eyes th' uncultivated Land ; 
Proudly elate a ſecond Dunkirk roſe, 
| Whoſe Ruin buys the Friendſhip of your Foes, 
The Gallick Genius ſcares the World no more, 
Trembling and huſh'd it liſtens at the Shoar, 


And fears to hear the Britiſh Lion —_ \ 


Hail, bright Auguſta, to the diſtant View 
With Banners crown'd thy pompous Turrets ſhew, 


Wan ton 
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8 Wanton and gay the flowing Beauties ſpread, 


High o'er the ſubje& World erect thy Head, 
Whilſt guilty Faction ſhuns the Hero's Sight, 
Grows faint, and ſickens at ſuperior Light, 
Do thou with Joy thy Royal Maſter greet, 
And pay thy willing Homage at his Feet, 


| Confeſs the Hand from which thy Safety ſprings, 


And bleſs the beſt of Men, and beſt of KIN Gs. 


* So when the mighty Conſtantine return'd 


To his lov'd City which his Abſence mourn'd, 


Swifter than winds his eager Romans ran 


To hail their Chief, and view the wondrous Man, 


And whilſt his flow Proceſſion mov d along, 
Admiring Worlds upon the Object bung, 
And the proud Scene with 1⁰ n rung. 
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92 Vi. The 7. riumph ; Io Conſtantine by Le Brun, 


1 * 7 9. 
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